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A THORNY
PATH

A Vietnamese Folk-Tale
Illustrated
by SERGEI KRAVCHENKO

Once there lived a young man who
was very strong and hard-work-
ing. However, as is often the
case with such young men,

he did not have anything
to his name, apart from
his clever hands, that
is, his dog and also
his flute, on which
he could make
wonderful music.

After a hard day’s work in
the fields he took oyt
his flute, put it to his

lips and the next moment

magic tunes which
attracted various birds,
beasts and people.
Everybody liked

the young flute-player.

the air was filled with ==

e they

ully. It took
f the gully, he had
to

S

iy

The field was
guarded by two
sisters. The
elder sister
was horrified
by the scary
apparition and
screamed for

hunters to come
to their
rescue.

Rich girls from his
neighbourhood who never
did an hour's work in
their lives were all

after him, but the lad

The lad washed his face and combed
his hair. The sisters saw how
handsome he was and fell in love
with him. Their father advised
them to start clearing the
paths that ran past their
home and to see which
sister the young man would
prefer to help. The elder
sister chose the easier path,
the one grown with grass.
So the younger sister set
about clearing the thorny
one, grown with bushes and
brambles. The young man
as soon helping the younger
sister with her thorny

path. And the father

let him marry his

younger dauglg& |
R 5

e young man offered
guard the field for the
would not even look S | sisters who took turns
their way. This annoyed the \ - to bring him some food.
idle girls and they decided f 8 ' The elder sister was
to get back at him. One day . | very impatient and
they pushed him down a deep ~ rude to the lad, but
pit, hoping he would break hjs : the younger sister
neck falling in. But the lad didn't, was always nice and
he just fainted for some time. When _kind. Soon
he came round he l:eard his dog the lad felt better and
howling miserably. “Get me my flute, ~ asked the sisters to
quick,” asked the young man. When the ~lend him a comb. The

the flute and started playing the elder sister was shocked
attracted some chimps who helped _ by his request and drew

- away in distaste. The youngé

to get out of the pit.
T sister, however, produced
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HURRAY! o NiESERe
SCHOOL'S OVER FOR TODAY!

These children live and study in Orel, an old and
fine city in Central Russia, on the river Oka.
“What are you doing after school today?" asked
Alexei Shirokov his friends.

“What about going to the cir-
cus? Or to the park? Or to the
Pioneer  Palace?”  came
a chorus of voices. And the
four kids started on their way. g

First they called at
a sports school. “Want to join
the group?” asked the coach.
“Very much so,” said Ania
Korneeva.

After Ania applied for the
gymnastics class and was ta-
ken on the jolly foursome
went on their way.

The amateur orchestra at
the local Pioneer Palace was
practising. “Ever tried playing
these?” said the young musi-
cians to the four friends.

6

“Why don't you, then?” The
kids promptly donned the
costumes, took the instru-
ments and tried to play
along, but the tunes didn't
come out right, not the first
time round anyway. “Can
t come again?” Ania lzvekova
asked. “l want to learn to play
really well.” “Why not?”
a chorus of voices answered.

The next room they
looked into was the design-
ing room. The projects under
way there had the two
boys —Alexei Shirokov and
Igor Kashcheev—completely
spellbound. “This is what we
would really like to try!” they
said.

Soon it was time to go
back home: it was already
getting rather late. But the
friends stopped by their
school when they saw that
the lights were still on. “Let’s
have another five minutes of
computer games before we
go home,” said Igor. And
everybody agreed.

7
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s by YURI OLEINIKOV

The two didn’t know that anothe
there, behind the bushes and h’e‘a‘fdv. Alex, vyq
they said. eVthin;

Drawing

A town girl called Ka‘llila wa%iggng::gs:izrlzu;:v:g;
i own in a village. t f
:‘v?eh?:gnsl ?mys: “Why don't we go on a trip some

i le?” "Fine, let's
, down the river, for examp! t
;Tet;\aatl" said the boy whose name wai sl"\UsI'(I::
“Let's meet tomorrow morning near the" 0a
tion. But don't say @ word to anybody.

“Look at these plotting old salts!” he th
pinerly. “Why didn’t they ask me along—| ?(lr‘\%'x
just as much about boating as they do. All right,
my friends, we'll just see how far you can get on
that boat of yours.”

When Katia turned up at
their meeting place in the
morning, Shurik couldn't
help laughing. “By Jove,
you're a sight!” Indeed,
Katia looked a bit wrong
for a boat trip: she brought
a basket with an umbrella,
her guinea pig Ricki and
other things that people
don't really need when
they go down a river in
a boat, Unlike Katia, Shurik
looked like a season
sailor: he brought a small
axe, a torch and a tent that
was sticking out of his
rucksack, and also his dog
called Barbos.

Soon they put all their things into his Dad'’s boat
and set out on their way. At first the weather was
just marvellous, but towards the evening it started
raining. They had to think of something.. This was
where Katia’s stupid umbrella came in, keeping
them from getting wet through.

Shurik was rowing hard and Barbos and Ricki were
shivering with cold. It was getting dark. Time to put
up the tent for the night.

Shurik had a hard time
making a fire and putting
up the tent. Suddenly
there was a flash of light in
the bushes. It alarmed Bar-
oos and Ricki.

Bang—the tent suddenly came down on the two travellers. However, when
they struggled out of it and looked around there was nobody there.

They went back to sleep
and the next morning de-
cided to continue their trip.
But what was that? The
oars were gone and there
was nothing to row with
“Let's use a long stick and
push it against the river's
bottom,” suggested
Shurik.

n
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and they started get-

n N "
Sond be the springs.

The current was very
3 i . “It must !
ting into Wh"'pOOIlsm at was getting beyond their

ht Katia. The
m‘:gn Shurik grabbed hold of
pank and helped Katia to get ou

a big bush on the
t of the boat.

They found themselves on a desert island. There
was water all around. The matches were wet and
they couldn’t make a fire. Suddenly Katia had an
idea: “Let's use a sheet of paper. If we put itupin
the trees the people on the river could see it and
come to our help.”

An hour

later some
boatmen spotted their
distress signal and stop-
ped by their desert is-
land. An old fisherman
picked them up and
brought the whole party
to safety. Shurik and
Katia felt so tired that
they soon fell asleep.
When they opened their
eyes they were tied up
with ropes. “Ricki, come
here, lad!” called Katia
to her guinea pig.

Shurik printed the letters “SOS” and
paper on the top of a nearby tree. gyl

“Looks
thought Katia. “But why is
Barbos yapping so loud-

like gangsters,”

ly?” “Let me go!”
screamed a familiar voice.
“That's funny,” thought
Shurik. “1 definitely know
this voice.” And so it was
indeed, for the voice be-
longed to none other than
his friend Alex. The dog
caught the mischief-maker
by a trouser leg. “Let me
go, I'll never do it again,
| promise. Can | come ynth
you, please?” Alex wailed.
Soon they heard a car ap-
proaching. It was the old
fisherman who came 10
take the kids home. You
should’ve heard how they
were told off by their p&
rents for going on
trip!

T e . ol e, s

ANIMAL
CORNER

UNLIKE ALL OTHERS+

Show-offs, who pretend they are special, unlike all
oth.evs., have never been popular either in human
societies, or in the animal kingdom. Both the chil-
dren who are very vain and the beasts who are
unllke.ﬂ)sir kin in appearance tend to have a hard
tlmg living sit!s by side with the ordinary folk in
their P ities. Especially the
beasts, who become easy prey for various pre-
dators, always there ready to pounce on the
unwary bright-coloured ones.

Most animals and birds have a natural gift of
protective colouring. When it's wintertime with
a lot of snow around, many of them, the hunters
and the hunted alike, get their white coats and
feathers to match the col of their envi

exgmple, are usually chased and driven away by
their own kin who refuse to accept their weird
appearance. So the poor white crows have to leave
their flights and live on their own, which is a very
dangerzdus kind ovah existence—among the green
trees and grass a white crow is
spo; b : y extremely easy to
nimals that stand out amol their ki
because of lack of colour are edle:galbima -
How can they be explained? Why are they so
much unlike their kin? The common belief is that
albinos are Nature's mistakes. In fact, nature is
olte_n wrong, but sometimes it overlooks things.
Albinos, like the parrot in the picture, are examples
of such ights: Nature simply forgot to give

them their proper colour.

ALEXANDER PESOV
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GOOD AFTERNOON! place.

Read this story, look at the drawi

ing and write each Russian word j
n its

[ WANT TO GO TO SCHOOL,

When Olia became six, Dad took her to a school. It
was summertime and the SCHOOL (wkona, shkola)
was empty. Olia and Dad walked along the
corridors opening each classroom. In one of them
there was a lot of books and notebooks. “Here
children learn TO READ (4uTaTs, ch'i:tat’) and
WRITE (nucare, pi:sat’),” Olia guessed. Peeping
into the next room she saw a piano with an open
music book on it. “Here I'll SING (neTs, p'et’) and
DANCE (taHuesaTs, tantsivat'),” the girl decided.
There were albums and felt-tip pens on the desks
in a third room; an easel with palette and brushes
stood nearby. “I can DRAW (pucosats, ri:savat')

N

here,” Olia said. The next door let them int,

cious gym. “It’s fine TO RUN (6érars, b'e, ‘;? spa-
JUMP (npeirats, prigat’) here,” Olia reioicgdtéa"d
ing up to the swimming pool, she decided 16 Iom.
TO SWIM (nnésats, plavat'). Then Dad poin earn
transparent glass walls of the school’s WOrklehd at
full of various machine tools, sewing "'IHChines 0ps
computers. “And here pupils learn TQ vs‘» and
(pa6x|ﬁran=. rabotat’),” Dad explained. ORK

“| like everything in this place!” Oli Y
“I'd like autumn to come quicker. ThZ:ﬁI[ag‘;e&;

school!”
Drawing by ALEXANDER ARTEMOV

-
B

loonists were read
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Based on folk-tales fro

[HAT NUISANCE, B

By Victor TRINCHENKQ

M Centra)

brea 3
mock alari

Continued from No. 9

G ©
“Didn’t | warn you, now? You shouldn't
have pulled like that. Now you'll never see
those horses again.” The bai sat down
crying over his loss and Aldar with his
friend got on their horses and were off.

When the bai was
back he  asked:
“Where are my
orses?” “Don’t you
ee the tails sticking
out,” Aldar
answered,
“they’ve gone
down, for

better grazing.”

But the bai pulled all the same, and the two tails
came off in his hands.
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YEVGENI BERGER
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Down the road | merrily

i
H
s
:

whirl Hiding there

d will jump
Without a care in this M.’ .h:‘ us :,,
Sunny workl | see his eyes,
But ohl—the  minute

¥
&
§

I come to a stop
I fall to the ground, fall
down with a flop.

(ep1Ag v)
ZHANNA DAVITIANTS

3

A cow with horns
That shine and glow
! wonder why
It cannot low.

fwsosan ayy)

by DMITRY BARABASH
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“Give us the minute hand back!” begged the girl
“Never on your life! I've paid the old Magician ten
thousand gold pieces and he told me the mystery
of the old tower clock.”

(IN THE HALF-
DONE LAND

Based on a story by GALINA MALIK
lllustrated by VALENTIN ROZANTSEV
Continued from No. 9

The Half-Shod Magician kidnapped an untidy
girl called Alia and brought her to the Half-Done
Land. Here the girl met a Half-Drawn boy, called
Nedoladka. Together they got near the house of
\_the Half-Shod Magici:

“From now on not a soul would ever get away
from the Half-Done Land. Take them to the dun-
geon!” he ordered to his soldiers and soon the
children were locked up in the dark

[1) The Magician was sit-
ting at the window and
reading an old parch-
ment. Suddenly he
jumped up from his
chair, and disappeared
How they wished to
know what there was in
that parchment! Alia
opened the window and
got into the room. “The
biggest mystery of all,
or HOW TO GET AWAY
FROM THE HALF-DONE
LAND!” Alia started to
read: “You must come
to the old tower, exactly
at noon...

Boy, was it scary in that dungeon. There were

shadows whizzing past them on the walls. Rats!

One had a tail missing, another an ear. Regular

half-rats, those! Alia found a half-eaten apple in her
pocket. “Here you are,” she said and the rats
disappeared. Suddenly somebody lifted the wired
door. It was Half-Beard the guard! “Run away,
quick, | don’t want you to be killed!” “And what
about you?” asked the kids. “As for me, I'll go on
fighting the ruler!” said the guard with a shake of
his spear

_..when the clock strikes twelve, say the word
‘abracadabra’ and stamp your foot.” “Our tower
clock is out of order,” said Nedoladka with a sigh.
The Half-Ruler had the minute hand removed from {

“We must put it back. Come on, quick!” When they
got to the old castle and were making their way to
the tower through long corridors and past doors to
prison cells they were suddenly blinded by strong
light. It was the horrible Half-Ruler, the owner of
the castle.

First, however, they had

to get back at the Half-

Ruler. They crept into

his room. The ruler was

sleeping on his eider-

down. Next to his bed,
on a little table, was his
helmet. “Let's hide it
away somewhere. The
headless Half-Ruler will
never venture out with-
out it!” When the chil-
dren ran out of the cas-
tle it was already get-
ting light.

To be continued
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